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Let Me Take the Blame 


Author's Notes: 
Fiction.. or maybe not? P 


| can live with this. Honestly, | really can There are times | think | won't be able to, times | doubt every 
thought | have, deeming them irrational. There are times | want to break down and cry like a little child, and 
there are times | want to smash somebody's face. Most of the times the face | want to smash is his, but 
then | quickly reconsider ‘cause I'd hate to see those beautiful features he has discoloured and bruised. Most 


of the times, | reconsider.. 


But then sometimes | get a little drunk. Or, not just a little drunk. | get completely shitfaced. | can't deal with 
my intoxication-issue. | went to rehab, thought I'd be sober. They said I'd be clean. Bullshit. | still take a glass 
on occasions, mostly more than one glass. But | can hold the urge back, too, when | choose to. Or when the 


sorrow isn't too hard to bear. 


Yesterday was one of those nights. | remember it perfectly fine up until the point where | had too much. Me 
and Jon stayed at an after-concert party, we got tipsy, had a few good laughs and went away to get some 


"private" time. Private as in intimate. Intimate as in fucking. Either way, it didn't go the way | had planned it out 
in my head. We had an argument, and Lord knows | don't even remember what we were fighting over. Happens 


all the time when we've been on the road for too long, we get outta hand. 


However, Jon snarled something really offensive at me, which | don't feel like bringing up here. Reminds me, | 
started the fight. It was over Jon and how he's two-timing me and Dorothea, how he's hiding everything from 
her, making me feel like a filthy whore he can just keep at the side to fuck over whenever he needs to get off. 
He's a greedy bastard at times, and | said that to him. | always say what | really think when I've had a few 
drinks. Anyway, Jon went back to the hotel-room. We've always shared hotel-room, for whatever reason our 
excuse used to be, (bringing up chicks was the most common one back in the day) and still is (being 


accustomed to each other these days). And once he left, so did my good mood. 


‘Does it hurt?” | ask in a small soft voice as | join him on the edge of the bed, feeling highly guilty and sucking 
my bottom lip while | hand him an ice-pack. My own dull handover-related headache | can barely feel at the 
moment, an aspirin and seeing his pain serving to numb it. 


He gives me a weak smile and shakes his head, one eye swollen and bruised, and | notice the white is bloodshot. 
He accepts the cold dampness, holding it up and placing it against the purple ring enveloping one of those 
beautiful blue orbs. 


| wince and try to smile back, | would hold the pack up for him if | trusted my hands enough, but knowing me 
they'd start shaking, increasing his discomfort. 


| look away, watching him out of the corner of my eye. | take in the damage my drunken brawl has made to 
his beautiful face. His nose is swollen and looks twice as big as usually, so most likely | made it bleed last night. 
His lip is split with a red gash, right eye and the entire right side of his face looks battered, having gained a 
blackish blue colour. | wince again, the remorse holding my heart, squeezing it tightly. 


‘Don't blame yourself; he says all of a sudden, his gaze on my face, scrutinizing my features. Damn. He knows 


me well enough by now to read my feelings. 


‘| hurt you,' | sigh, turning towards him, my hand coming up to stroke his cheek as a reflex but quickly 


dropping back down as | take his appearance in, having momentarily forgot. | damn myself again. 
‘tm hurtin’ you every day, he says matter-of-factly and | won't argue. He's right either way. 


He is hurting me. | don't know how many times I've asked him, begged him even, to divorce Dorothea. Especially 
since Heather caught us tangled in the bedsheets, wanting to file a divorce within the coming five seconds. l'm 


still grateful she never told Dorothea, or anybody else for that matter. Not that Dorothea isn't suspecting 


something, she's made it perfectly clear to me many times she has a clue what's going on. She has no kindness 
left for me, and l'm not blaming her. | don't enjoy her company, either. She has a reason to call me "the Devil 


incarnated", and it aint a good one. 


‘| see what you're up to,’ she said once. Jon was seeing to their kids while | was there for dinner, just a quick 
stop by Jersey and | couldn't stay away from Jon when | had the chance. | had to see his face, hear his voice.. 
kiss his lips. || know what you're up to, and Jon's mine. | hope you realize that, she said. She scared the shit 
out of me, | thought she'd stab me with the kitchen knife. | swear the oxygen drained from the room and | 
was freezing, but when Jon returned he didn't notice anything. He never sees anything, he's like blind. Either 
that, or he doesn't want to see. 


| make a halfhearted attempt at shaking the words off, chuckling sadly. ‘But Jon, | don't see ya walkin’ around 


drinkin’ yourself off your ass and then comin’ back home to beat me black and blue, do |? 


‘| don't have to, is his response, staring out the hotel window at the sun rising slowly, the sky clear from any 
cloud as far as the eye can see. | swallow hard, unable to deny his words, knowing just as well as he does that 
I'm right. ‘| could have defended myself last night, Rich, but | didn't. You know l'm strong, you know I'm strong 
enough to get away from you. Why do you think | ain't doin’ it? Why do you think | let you beat me? he drops 
the ice-pack to the floor. 


‘| fuckin’ hate you sometimes, Jon! You can be so goddamn bullheaded, and you're fuckin’ greedy! You have a 
gorgeous wife, she's smart, she's charmin’, she's the mother of your kids, goddamn it! Four fuckin’ kids, 
Bongiovi! I'm tired of playin’ second fiddle to your happy, perfect fuckin’ family life! And all these charity 
foundations, you don't give shit about them, you couldn't care less for the weak or the sufferin’ or the poor! 
Ya got the money, and that's all that matters, you got it to give away! It's all just to help yourself, prove to 
yourself you're still a good man! But you know what? You're not. You're usin’ everybody! ..This lie you're--- 
we're living Jon, it fucked up my marriage, and it's just a matter of time before it comes back to bite you in 
the ass and fuck up yours too. | don't want it to be brought about that way, this, what we have.. | want this 
to be your choice, as well as mine. | want to be with you, | want to be yours, but | don't want to share you. | 
need you, Jon’ 


He glares at me, seething and his fists tightly balled, shaking with anger. But his eyes are different, they're 
watery and if I'm not mistaken there are tears prickling the corners. Oh great, I've made him cry again. | down 
my glass of wine, wanting it to take all my frustration with it as it drains down my throat. | need it to go 
away. When | look back at him, he's not just almost crying - he IS crying, the tears he's fighting to restrain 


falling and making stride streams down his cheeks. 


Fine... he says in a small, almost inaudible voice. 


| see the remorse in his face, the guilt almost palpable, the pain. But l'm not giving into him this time. Much as 
| know it's real, what he's feeling, | also know that the more | give into this side of him, the deeper down he 


drags me. He's not going to stop, not for me, not for anyone. Not even for himself. 
‘Fine: 


He clears his throat, repeating the word in an attempt to sound more confident, failing miserably. Then he 
spins around wiping his face with his shirt-sleeve as he heads out the door, leaving me to stare after him. 


Leaving me feeling guilty. Fuck him, | hate him. He always makes me feel guilty. 


‘Oh Jon, | whisper, shaking my head and knowing he's sucking me in again, but | couldn't care less as | wrap my 
arms around him, holding him close and burying my nose in his soft, blonde hair, inhaling the sweet scent that 


is his. 


He leans into my embrace, his own arms coming around my waist as he rubs his bruised cheek lightly against 
my chest, the motion seemingly soothing his still smarting skin. | caress his back, one hand smoothing back the 
very same hair l'm sniffing, my lips kissing his forehead. 


‘You overanalyze everythin’ Jon. You're doin’ things you shouldn't be doin’, that's all true, but it doesn't mean 
you deserve to have me beat you up. | don't like to hurt you Jon. Lord knows there are times | want to, and 


times | do it, yes, but | regret it. It's killin’ me: 


My voice is strained and | shut my eyes to hold back my own tears, much like the ones he spilled for me last 
night. | feel him shift, his scabbed lips against the slope of my neck. 


‘Let me take the blame: 


| don't want him to, | know what he's capable of doing to himself when the weight of the world is put on his 
shoulders. But then again, | do want him to take it all, ‘cause | want him to feel my suffering, my aching heart, 


my pain, need, longing, fear, jealousy. My spite and my sorrow. 
‘| love you: 
Those three words; if he had any idea what they're doing to me, much like the first time he said them. l'm not 


sure whether he does it on purpose, intentionally, or if its just the way | interpret them that makes it all 


seem so much more important. 


‘Jon, stop it, we can't. You're married, goddamn it, you have been married for years. What we did before that 


marriage, when we were both single, that's not---' 


He cuts me off with a brutal, hungry kiss, pinning me against the couch and pushing his tongue inside my 
mouth. | can't help but moan, giving into the kiss and responding just as eagerly, teeth clashing and tongues 
dancing. When we draw away l'm panting, and his eyes looking down at me are gleaming, his halflong hair coming 


down like a curtain to conceal us. 


‘| need this, Rich.. | need you. Dot.. | love her, | do, but.. she can't make me happy. She can't make me feel the 


way you do. | want you, always have, always will.. please... 


His pleading blue eyes, so full of emotions, so convincing, are what makes me capitulate, makes all rational 


thinking leave my head. 


| brace myself, trying to make one last attempt at breaking free from his spell, from those hypnotic eyes that 
are mesmerizing me, the very same eyes that made me want him that first night we shared so many years 
ago, makes me want him still. The eyes | remember along with smooth hands, a hot mouth, sweaty skin, 
burning flesh. That night on the couch so long ago making the desire surge down my spine, my groin throbbing 
with need. 


‘But Jon." is all | get out, breathing heavily and licking my already kiss-swollen lips, knowing how | need to feel 
more of Jon's body, need to be as close to him as the laws of physic would allow, need to touch every inch of 


him, kiss every patch of skin | can reach. 


His emotional blue depths are staring back at me, sincere, as he brings his index finger up to place it above 
my lips, making me stop mid-sentence once more. ‘Hush... he smiles mischievously before leaning down again, 


his lips brushing against mine as he breathes, ‘| love you, too. More than Dot, | swear to you. | love you! 


And suddenly, that's all | need to hear. 


‘| love you too, | murmur, needing to reply to his words, wanting him to understand how much | really mean 
what I'm saying. The silence following is nursing, taking the sting of the fight we had last night away, but the 
sting of Jon's bruises still seem to be burning my own insides. | pick the pack of ice up off the floor, noting 
the small puddle of cool water its left behind, pulling back a bit to examine Jon's face again and looking closely 
this time. He understands what I'm going to do, shutting his eyes as | place the dampness back against his shut 


blackened eye, hearing him suck in a deep breath through clenched teeth, but he's not moving a muscle. 


‘Let me take the blame, | repeat his words from earlier, letting the ice linger against his swollen eyelid before 


moving to cool another sore spot, a sad frown on my face. 


He sighs in a dejected way, but he's not arguing. | damn myself for the third time, invardly, having fallen into 
the same trap | always do. Maybe it's for the best? The Jon Bon Jovi | know might be a greedy, two-timing, 
selfish bastard. But at the same time, he's so fragile, sweet and vulnerable, and | can't help but letting him 


have me here as a reassurance, as a security and comfort to linger. I'm not his brother, I'm not just his best 
friend. I'm his lover, the person who knows him inside and out, as he knows me. I'd die for him, I'd do anything 
he'd ask of me, I'll keep this game or charade, or whatever you'd want to call it alive, for his sake. For my own 


sake. 


Why? Because he's the love of my life. 


